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SERMON. 


Ecclesiastes  xii.  5. — Man  goeth  to  his  long  home. 

The  sacred  writer  is  drawing  a  picture  of  deep 
gloom.  The  light  of  the  sun  is  darkened;  the 
clouds  lower  in  the  heavens ;  the  ordinary  occu- 
pations of  life  have  lost  their  relish.  What  were 
once  sources  of  pleasure  are  now  a  burden.  Even 
"  the  voice  of  the  bird"  has  no  melody,  and  "  the 
daughters  of  music"  awaken  no  delight.  Every 
thing  around  wears  the  aspect  of  insignificance 
and  of  gloom.  The  world  is  bereft  of  its  attrac- 
tions ;  society  no  longer  retains  its  wonted  power 
to  please ;  existence  has  ceased,  for  a  time,  to  be 
a  blessing.  And  the  occasion  of  all  is,  that  man 
goeth  to  his  long  home;  the  dust  returns  to  the 
earth  as  it  was,  and  the  spirit  returns  to  God,  who 
gave  it. 

"  Man  goeth  to  his  long  home."  There  is  a 
truth  contained  in  this  brief  saying  befitting  the 
present  occasion ;  and  of  such  solemnity  and  mag- 
nitude as  render  it  worthy  to  occupy  our  thoughts 
at  this  sober  hour.  It  is  this:  All  mankind  are 
going  to  their  long  home — the  home  of  eternity.  For 
although  the  passage  specially  refers  to  the  arrival 
of  man  at  his  long  home — to  the  period  when  he 
reaches  his  home ;  yet  it  is  equally  a  truth,  and 
this  very  passage  plainly  implies,  if  it  does  not 


assert  it,  that  man  as  man,  that  is,  all  men  are 
daily  and  hourly  on  their  way  to  that  home. 

Let  us  reflect  on  some  of  the  considerations  that 
give  solemnity  and  impressiveness  to  this  truth. 

Consider,  in  the  first  place,  the  universality  of 
this  fact.  "  Man  goeth" — all  men  without  excep- 
tion. Of  all  the  millions  who  have  commenced 
existence  on  the  earth,  every  one  has  gone  or  is 
going  to  his  long  home.  Not  one  who  lived  when 
Enoch  walked  with  God;  not  one  who  saw  the 
wonders  in  Egypt,  the  Red  Sea,  and  the  wilder- 
ness ;  not  one  who  heard  the  sweet  songs  of  David, 
or  the  sublimer  strains  of  Isaiah ;  not  one  on  whose 
ears  fell  the  anthem  of  angels  at  the  Saviour's 
coming;  not  one  who  listened  to  the  accents  of 
mercy  from  the  lips  of  Jesus  or  his  apostles ;  not 
one  who  lived  when  the  great  reformers  preached, 
and  prayed,  and  laboured  for  the  world's  salvation  ; 
no,  not  even  one  who  ever  saw  the  fathers  of  New- 
England — now  remains  to  tell  us  the  story  of  those 
times :  they  are  all  gone  to  their  long  home.  And 
of  all  the  millions  that  now  people  the  earth,  every 
one  of  them  is  moving  forward,  and  at  no  distant 
day  will  reach  his  long  home.  The  wealthy  and 
the  poor,  the  honoured  and  the  unknown,  the  feeble 
and  the  strong,  the  aged  and  the  young,  are  alike 
moving  on  to  their  endless  dwelling  in  eternity. 
No  relationships  of  life,  no  wishes  of  friends,  no 
degree  of  usefulness  to  society,  no  possible  com- 
bination of  circumstances,  can  exempt  any  one 
from  the  universal  truth  that  "  man  goeth  to  his 
long  home." 


Consider,  in  the  second  place,  the  course  or  pro- 
gress of  men  to  their  home:  it  is  constant — it  is 
irresistible — it  is  brief. 

It  is  constant.  Not  a  moment  does  any  one 
pause  in  his  progress  towards  eternity.  Each  re- 
volving day,  each  passing  hour,  each  minute  as 
it  flies  brings  him  nearer  to  his  home.  Whether 
his  days  are  well  or  ill  employed;  whether  he 
has  secured  the  great  end  of  his  being  or  not; 
whether  he  is  authorized  to  anticipate  a  happy 
home  in  eternity  or  not — he  is  always  moving  for- 
ward. If  he  reposes  in  sleep,  his  next  waking 
moment  finds  him  nearer  to  eternity.  If  he  is 
confined -by  sickness,  blank  as  that  season  may 
be  of  enjoyment  or  usefulness  or  improvement, 
one  effect  it  is  sure  to  produce — it  bears  him  on- 
ward towards  his  home.  If  he  is  all  engrossed 
with  the  affairs  of  earth,  panting  after  "  its  hon- 
ours or  emoluments  or  joys,"  his  course  is  onward 
still.  Though  he  be  reckless  of  his  high  relations 
to  God  and  to  immortality;  though  he  have  no 
fitness  for  the  happy  Jhome  of  heaven ;  though 
he  be  deferring  all  preparation  for  it  to  a  future 
convenient  season  that  may  never  come ;  all  this 
matters  not — he  is  constantly  moving  onward  to 
his  endless  abode. 

His  progress  is  irresistible.  The  current  of  this 
world  flows  into  the  ocean  of  eternity;  and  so 
strongly  does  it  flow,  that  no  mortal  can  for  a 
moment  arrest  his  course.  The  power  of  man  is 
impotent  here.  The  strong  are  on  a  level  with 
the  weak ;  the  rich  with  the  poor ;  the  skilful 


with  the  ignorant.  The  tide  of  time  is  alike  re- 
sistless to  all.  How  feeble  is  man !  He  can 
amass  wealth :  he  can  build  cities :  he  can  hew 
down  mountains:  he  can  rear  prodigious  monu- 
ments of  art.  But  his  own  course  to  the  eternal 
world  he  cannot  for  one  moment  arrest.  He  is 
fated  to  move  onward.  Himself,  his  friends,  the 
millions  of  the  wide  world  are  moving  on,  and 
must  move  on  to  an  eternal  scene.  The  decree 
has  gone  forth.  It  is  fixed  as  the  ordinances  of 
Heaven;  and  for  its  execution  Omnipotence  is 
pledged.  How  weak  then  and  impotent  is  man ! 
Whether  he  would  or  not,  he  must  go  on  to  eter- 
nity.    His  progress  thither  is  resistless. 

The  course  of  man  to  his  long  home  is  also 
brief.  And  in  order  to  feel  how  brief,  just  com- 
pare it  with  his  future  being.  He  has  commenced 
an  existence  that  is  endless.  The  period  will 
never  arrive  when  he  shall  cease  to  live,  and  think, 
and  feel.  Time  will  come  to  an  end ;  these  ma- 
terial heavens  pass  away;  the  earth  be  melted 
down  by  the  fires  of  the  last  conflagration :  but 
himself  shall  live.  When  ages  beyond  the  power 
of  numbers  to  express  shall  have  accomplished 
their  mighty  circuit,  himself  shall  be  but  in  the 
infancy  of  being — shall  still  live  to  witness  the 
circling  ages  of  a  still  future  eternity.  Or  com- 
pare it  with  the  duration  of  this  world.  The  earth 
has  been  peopled  nearly  six  thousand  years.  There 
have  arisen  on  the  earth  about  two  hundred  suc- 
cessive generations  of  men.  It  is  however  but  a 
little  while  since  the  first  pair  were  placed  amid 


the  bowers  of  Eden ;  since  Noah  floated  over  the 
deluged  earth;  since  Moses  led  the  thousands  of 
Israel  through  the  sea  and  the  wilderness ;  since 
David  reigned,  and  Isaiah  prophesied :  yet,  com- 
pared with  the  time  that  has  gone  before  us,  the 
space  occupied  by  any  single  generation  is  only 
as  one  to  two  hundred.  As  to  the  length  of  time 
that  is  to  follow  us,  we  are  not  authorized  defi- 
nitely to  affirm.  We  know  that  great  events  are 
yet  to  transpire  on  the  earth,  occupying  doubtless 
many  centuries — perhaps  hundreds  of  centuries. 
Whether  more  or  less,  however,  the  end  of  the 
world  will  soon  be  here.  Suppose  it  to  have 
already  come,  and  ourselves  to  be  surveying  from 
the  height  of  eternity  the  history  of  the  earth. 
How  small  a  space  on  the  map  of  time — how 
small  a  field  amid  the  successive  generations  of 
men,  shall  we  find  ourselves  to  have  occupied ! 
Or,  again,  compare  our  average  life  with  life  in 
its  greatest  length.  The  antediluvians  lived  nine 
hundred  years.  From  the  time  of  Moses  till  now, 
the  period  of  seventy  years  has  been  the  allotted 
limit.  But  the  average  life  of  men  is  less  than 
thirty  years.  Of  all  that  live  on  the  earth,  as 
many  leave  the  world  before  the  age  of  thirty  as 
remain  beyond  that  period.  The  length  of  one 
life  before  the  flood  was  equal  to  the  length  of 
thirty  generations  now. 

How  brief,  then,  is  the  course  of  man  to  his  long 
home  !  How  aptly  do  the  Scriptures  liken  it  to  a 
vanishing  vapour — to  the  shadow  of  a  passing 
cloud — to  a  dream  when  one  awaketh ! 


Consider,  in  the  third  place,  the  hom,e  to  which 
man  is  going.  It  is  a  long  home — a  permanent 
abode — a  home  for  eternity. 

"Here  we  have  no  continuing  city."  Of  this 
fact  we  have  a  thousand  mementoes. — Our  chief 
blessings  were  left  us  by  those  who  have  been  on 
the  earth  before  us.  The  houses  we  dwell  in,  the 
streets  we  walk,  the  sanctuaries  we  enter,  the 
means  of  knowledge  we  enjoy,  the  institutions  of 
government  we  are  blessed  with,  all  remind  us 
that  others  have  been  on  the  earth  before  us,  who 
tarried  but  for  a  while,  then  passed  into  eternity. 
Others,  too,  who  a  little  while  since  were  with  us 
here,  have  successively  left  the  world.  We  sat 
together  in  the  domestic  circle,  we  shared  together 
the  toils  and  cares  and  pleasures  of  life,  we  went 
to  the  house  of  God  in  company,  we  listened 
together  to  the  words  of  Jesus  Christ,  we  knelt 
together  before  the  mercy-seat,  —  but  they  are 
gone ;  they  have  passed  away ;  and  their  history 
tells  us  that  we  too  are  "strangers  and  pilgrims 
on  the  earth."  We  ourselves  also  are  making 
constant  advances  through  the  world.  Each 
morn  and  noon  and  eve,  as  they  pass  us,  pass 
us  never  to  return.  The  seasons — we  hail  their 
coming ;  and  while  we  hail  them,  they  take  leave 
of  us  for  ever.  The  several  periods  of  human  life 
— infancy,  childhood,  youth,  manhood,  age — we 
enter  upon  in  swift  succession;  we  pass  through 
them  like  travellers  in  haste;  we  bid  them  fare- 
well for  eternity. — Nor  are  we  able  to  prolong  our 
stay  in  the  world.     We  are  moved  onward  by  a 


power  we  cannot  control.  Diseases  throng  our 
earthly  abode,  tell  us  of  our  frailty,  and  point  us 
to  eternal  worlds.  The  voice  of  God,  moreover, 
in  his  Word,  in  a  thousand  forms  reiterates  the 
truth,  that  we  are  strangers  and  pilgrims  here, 
that  our  settled  dwelling  is  in  eternity.  The  home 
of  man  on  the  earth,  then,  is  a  transient  residence, 
not  a  permanent  abode. 

But  there  is  a  long  home ;  and  all  men  are  mov- 
ing towards  it,  and  soon  will  enter  upon  it. 

It  will  be  an  unchanging  home. 

If  a  peaceful  one, — far  removed  from  the  warring 
elements  of  earth,  amid  the  kingdom  of  the  Prince 
of  peace, — it  will  be  unchangingly  peaceful.  If 
an  exalted  one, — a  home  in  high  heaven  with  God 
the  Saviour,  a  home  of  companionship  with  angels, 
— it  will  be  unchangingly  exalted.  If  a  holy  home, 
— where  the  affections  of  a  perfect  piety  towards 
God,  and  of  a  perfect  benevolence  towards  each 
other,  reign  in  every  breast, — it  will  be  unchang- 
ingly holy.  If  in  all  respects  a  happy  home, — such 
as  God  the  Saviour  only  could  provide — such  as 
man's  highest  hopes  could  never  anticipate,  and 
giving  promise  of  ever-increasing  light  and  glory, 
— it  will  be  unchangingly  happy.  Its  promise  will 
not  deceive.  Its  glory  will  not  fade.  It  will  ever 
be  all  that  man  or  angel  could  desire,  and  worthy 
to  show  forth  its  Maker's  glory. 

But  if,  on  the  other  hand,  it  should  be  a  mise- 
rable home, —  a  home  of  exile  and  banishment 
from  God  and  all  good — the  home  of  the  wicked, 
the  impenitent,  the  ungodly — the  home  of  the 
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despisers  of  Jesus,  and  contemners  or  neglecters 
of  his  Gospel, — still  it  will  be  an  unchanging  home. 
If  any  of  us  should  pass  through  life,  neglecting 
the  grace  of  God  that  bringeth  salvation,  silencing 
conscience,  resisting  the  Spirit,  turning  away  from 
the  voice  of  an  inviting  Saviour;  and  should  in 
eternity  find  our  home  in  the  dreary  abode  of  the 
lost, — alas!  it  will  no  longer  be  optional  with  us 
to  alter  our  abiding  place ;  we  shall  have  entered 
an  unchanging  home. 

It  will  be  also  an  eternal  home.  This  great  fact 
gives  indescribable  importance  to  our  subject. 
The  home  to  which  we  are  going  is  an  eternal 
home.  If  peaceful,  it  will  be  the  home  of  eternal 
peace.  If  exalted,  it  will  be  the  home  of  endless 
exaltation.  If  holy,  it  will  be  the  home  of  unceas- 
ing holiness.  If  happy  and  glorious,  it  will  be  the 
home  of  eternal  happiness  and  eternal  glory. 

But,  oh !  if  to  any  of  us  it  should  be  the  mise- 
rable home  of  banishment  from  God,  it  is  appal- 
ling to  think  that  still  it  will  be  an  eternal  home ;  a 
home  without  change,  a  home  without  end. 

"  In  that  lone  land  of  deep  despair 

No  Sabbath's  heavenly  light  shall  rise, 
No  God  regard  the  bitter  prayer, 
Nor  Saviour  call  them  to  the  skies." 

A  home  in  heaven,  once  attainable,  is  now  lost 
for  ever.  The  home  of  the  soul  for  eternity  is 
that  miserable  abode  where  God's  indignation 
against  unrepented  sin  is  felt,  and  is  to  be  felt 
"  while  immortality  endures." 

But  let  us  consider,  in  the  fourth  place,  that  the 
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kind  of  home  which  men  will  find  in  eternity  will 
depend  on  the  path  they  take  here.  There  is  a 
"  narrow  way,"  that  leads  to  life ;  and  there  is  a 
"  broad  road,"  that  leads  to  death.  The  narrow 
way  is  the  way  of  repentance  for  our  sins  against 
the  great  and  good  God;  of  simple,  childlike, 
affectionate  trust  in  the  Saviour  of  sinners ;  of 
confidence  in  the  words  of  the  God  of  truth ;  of 
submission  to  his  high  authority;  of  prayer;  of 
humility;  of  holy  living.  Those  who  enter  this 
way  will  find  an  unchanging,  eternal  home  in 
heaven.  But  the  broad  way  is  the  way  of  the 
profane,  the  thoughtless,  the  impenitent,  the  neg- 
lecters  of  the  Gospel,  the  worldly  of  every  name. 
All  these  are  in  the  way  that  leads  to  death. 
Those  who  pursue  this  way  through  life  will  have 
a  miserable  home  in  eternity. 

It  is  wise  to  believe  this.  We  have  sinned  :  we 
have  rebelled  :  we  have  done  wickedly.  It  is  vain 
to  deny  it.  We  need  to  be  reclaimed :  we  need 
to  be  forgiven :  we  need  to  be  fitted  for  a  home 
in  heaven.  But  the  repentant  sinner  only,  who 
confesses  and  forsakes  his  sins,  is  forgiven.  The 
believing  sinner  only,  who  confides  in  the  solemn 
declarations  of  his  God,  and  trusts  his  all  to  the 
Lord  Jesus,  is  forgiven.  The  praying  sinner  only, 
who  asks  with  a  broken  heart  and  a  contrite  spirit, 
— he  only  is  to  receive  from  God  the  richest  boon 
that  God  can  give — a  home  in  his  kingdom.  It 
is  wise  to  believe  this ;  for  God  in  his  Word  has 
declared  it, — the  same  God  whom  we  shall  meet 
at  no  distant  day,  and  who  will  assign  us  our 
home  in  eternity. 
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Review  now  for  a  moment  what  has  been  said. 

We  are  going  to  our  long  home.  We  are  all 
going.  If  young,  we  are  going ;  if  in  health,  we 
are  going ;  if  reluctant,  still  we  are  going.  There 
is  no  discharge  in  this  war.  Our  course  is  con- 
stant :  each  day,  each  hour,  each  moment  we  are 
going.  Our  course  is  irresistible :  we  are  moved 
on  by  a  power  we  cannot  control ;  our  consent  is 
not  asked ;  necessity  is  laid  upon  us.  Our  course 
is  brief:  short  is  our  journey  to  our  home ;  a  little 
while  hence,  and  we  shall  all  be  gone — gone  to 
our  home.  The  home  we  shall  find  will  be  a  long 
home, — a  home  without  change,  a  home  without 
end.  And  the  kind  of  home  we  shall  have  will 
depend  on  the  way  we  take  here.  There  is  a 
narrow  way  which,  if  we  take,  will  conduct  us  to 
an  eternally  peaceful,  exalted,  happy  home  in  the 
kingdom  of  God.  There  is  a  broad  way  which, 
if  we  take,  will  lead  to  a  home  of  estrangement 
from  God,  of  wo  unending. 

1  said,  in  commencing  this  discourse,  that  the 
truth  contained  in  my  text  was  befitting  the  pres- 
ent occasion,  and  worthy  to  occupy  our  thoughts 
in  this  serious  hour.  It  is  indeed  a  serious  hour. 
One  of  our  number,  whom  all  revered  and  loved 
in  life,  whom  all  now  weep  in  death,  has  gone  to 
her  long  home. 

A  mother  is  gone :  and  such  a  mother — so  loved, 
so  honoured,  so  cherished — it  has  been  the  lot  of 
few  to  be.  Sons  and  daughters  bereft  even  more 
than  ever  now  feel  the  meaning  of  that  word 
mother  :  not  her  own  sons  and  daughters  only, 
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but  the  motherless  children  of  her  husband  also, 
to  whom  she  ever  was  all  a  mother  could  be. 

Yes,  a  mother  is  gone  :  a  mother  to  her  younger 
sisters,  for  she  was  their  counsellor  and  their  guide ; 
a  mother  to  her  children's  children,  for  all  the 
love  a  mother's  heart  could  ask  they  spontaneously 
gave ;  a  mother  to  the  junior  members  of  a  widely 
extended  circle  of  relatives  and  friends,  for  towards 
them  all  she  bore  a  mother's  love,  and  from  them 
all  received  abundant  proofs  of  filial  affection  in 
return. 

A  benefactor  is  gone :  one  whose  life  was  a  life 
of  doing  good ;  who  gave  from  the  love  of  giving ; 
to  whom  it  was  self-denial  not  to  give.  The 
words  of  the  good  man  of  ancient  times  are  ap- 
propriate here  :  "  When  the  ear  heard  me,  then  it 
blessed  me;  and  when  the  eye  saw  me,  it  gave 
witness  to  me :  because  I  delivered  the  poor  that 
cried,  and  the  fatherless,  and  him  that  had  no 
helper.  I  was  eyes  to  the  blind,  and  feet  was  I  to 
the  lame.  The  blessing  of  him  that  was  ready  to 
perish  came  upon  me :  and  I  caused  the  widow's 
heart  to  sing  for  joy."  If  this  language  is  appli- 
cable to  any  one  we  have  ever  known,  it  is  appli- 
cable to  the  benefactor  who  is  gone.  And  the 
words  of  the  Psalmist  are  appropriate :  "  Blessed 
is  he  that  considereth  the  poor :  the  Lord  will 
deliver  him  in  trouble.  The  Lord  will  strengthen 
him  upon  the  bed  of  languishing :  thou  wilt  make 
all  his  bed  in  his  sickness."  If  ever  this  promise 
was  literally  verified,  it  was  in  her  case :  her  last 
sickness  without  pain,  —  her  last  hours  like  the 
quiet  sleep  of  the  infant. 
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A  patron  of  every  work  of  Christian  love  is  gone : 
one  whose  benefactions  were  not  confined  to  the 
temporal  good  of  others.  Far  from  it.  Every 
enterprise  for  supplying  the  spiritual  wants  of 
men,  every  effort  of  Christian  love  for  the  world's 
redemption,  received  her  ready  countenance,  her 
generous  patronage,  her  cordial  support.  They 
who  have  entered  her  dwelling  to  solicit  aid  in 
these  works  of  love  can  tell  that  her  hand  was 
open,  as  her  heart  was  warm.  That  aid  was  ever 
given  readily,  cheerfully,  gladly,  as  if  Jerusalem 
were  preferred  above  her  chief  joy. 

A  member  of  the  church  of  God  is  gone :  one 
whose  character  for  consistency  was  above  re- 
proach and  above  suspicion.  Natively  endued 
with  great  sweetness  of  temper  and  benevolence 
of  feeling,  as  well  as  uncommon  powers  of  mind, 
her  piety  was  of  that  cheerful  cast  that  rendered 
her  society  so  attractive  to  all.  Not  only  did  her 
equals  in  age  delight  to  meet  her  as  a  most  valued 
counsellor  and  friend,  but  the  young  found  her  a 
loved  companion  and  a  safe  guide.  From  her 
example  they  learned  the  excellence  of  the  Chris- 
tian spirit;  from  her  lips  they  derived  lessons  of 
heavenly  wisdom:  and  her  name,  till  time  with 
them  shall  end,  is  embalmed  in  their  memories. 
The  Bible  was  with  her  the  book  of  books.  The 
goodness  of  God  was  her  daily  and  hourly  theme 
of  meditation.  "  Goodness  and  mercy,"  she  said 
in  her  last  illness,  "have  followed  me  all  the 
days  of  my  life."  Goodness  and  mercy  attended 
her  down  to  the  closing  hour.     Goodness  and 
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mercy  she  now  celebrates,  we  trust,  in  climes 
above. 

You  who  have  lost  a  mother,  bless  God  for  such 
a  mother.  Let  thoughts  of  mercy  mingle  with  the 
judgment.  Imitate  her  virtues.  Enter  the  way 
that  leads  to  the  peaceful,  exalted,  happy  home  of 
heaven :  then  may  you  hope,  as  a  family,  to  meet 
again;  to  meet  where  these  tender  relationships 
of  life  shall  be  severed  no  more ;  to  meet  in  an 
unchanging,  eternal  home. 

You  who  have  lost  a  relative  and  a  friend,  you 
have  indeed  lost  her  society,  but  her  example  lives. 
Walk  in  her  steps;  and  let  the  providence  that 
summoned  her  away  be  a  loud  monition  to  you  to 
prepare  to  follow.  She  has  gone  before  you  to 
her  long  home.  There  is  a  long  home  in  eternity. 
You  and  your  friends  are  hastening  towards  it. 
There  is  a  way  that  leads  to  a  home  in  heaven. 
Walk  in  that  way.  Venture  on  to  eternity  in  no 
other  way.  Then  may  you  hope  that  her  society, 
whose  loss  you  deplore,  shall  be  but  a  temporary 
loss,  soon  to  be  regained  in  brighter  worlds. 

Professed  disciples  of  Jesus,  when  last  we  met 
at  the  Saviour's  feast  of  love,  you  well  remem- 
ber it  was  said,  "Before  we  meet  here  again, 
some  of  us  probably  will  sit  down  at  the  marriage 
supper  of  the  Lamb."  She  who  was  so  bright  an 
example  to  us  all  has  been  the  first  to  go.  Let 
not  that  example  be  forgotten.  Let  all  the  mem- 
bers of  this  church — especially  the  female  mem- 
bers of  it — imitate  her  kindness  of  spirit,  her  uni- 
versal benevolence,  her  love  to  the  kingdom  of 
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God,  her  readiness  to  engage  in  every  good  work. 
Then  shall  your  peace  be  as  a  river;  then  shall 
harmony  of  feeling  be  perennial;  then  shall  the 
cause  of  truth  and  holiness  prosper;  then  shall 
every  good  work  meet  with  a  prompt  and  united 
support.  "Blessed  are  the  peacemakers,"  saith 
the  Saviour,  "  for  they  shall  be  called  the  children 
of  God." 

You  who  have  lost  a  neighbour,  of  such  neigh- 
bours you  have  few  to  lose.  But  the  few  you  have 
are  going — you  yourselves  are  going — to  another 
home.  In  a  little  while  your  entire  population 
will  change ;  the  population  of  the  wide  world  will 
change.  You  and  they  are  constantly,  irresistibly, 
quickly  going  through  this  world  to  your  eternal 
home.  Live  as  if  you  believed  this  :  live  as  if  you 
felt  this  :  live  for  an  eternal  world. 

Fellow-travellers  of  a  day  to  an  endless  abode, 
let  the  voice  of  God  in  his  Word,  and  the  voice  of 
God  in  his  providence,  come  home  to  our  hearts. 
We  are  moving  on  together  to  an  eternal  dwelling. 
Our  course  is  constant — each  moment  makes  it 
less  :  it  is  irresistible — we  cannot  control  it :  it  is 
brief — we  soon  shall  be  there.  The  providence  of 
God  has  again  impressively  reminded  us  of  this 
truth.  A  friend  we  revered  and  loved  is  gone. 
Shortly  we  shall  go.  Are  we  in  the  path  to  hea- 
ven ?  Shall  we  go  up  to  the  abodes  of  the  blessed  ? 
Or  shall  we  go  down  to  the  dwelling  of  the  lost  ? 
Great  God !  save  us  from  that  dread  abode  j  guide 
us  to  a  home  in  thy  kingdom ! 


